A         MEETING        WITH         DESTINY

hopes they scarcely dared entertain. Their stiff,
wooden attitudes betrayed their emotions. Only
Sergeant Barber displayed no change. Curved leisurely
in his seat, he remained as unperturbed as if he were
on his way to the Derby.

Half-way down the village street a bomb exploded
a few yards to their right, bringing down a house
and hurling a shower of brick and rubble against the
tractor. They dived, bumping and swaying, into a
thick cloud of dust, their own noise deafening them.
Emerging from the pall the driver mechanically made
a wild swerve to avoid crushing to death a soldier
who staggered, dazed, into the middle of the road.

"Jay-walker," remarked the sergeant with a
grin. " And a lucky one."

The dust lifted slightly. So did their fears. The
end of the village was in sight. Beyond they could
see green fields. By comparison with the hell they
had driven through this surely meant safety.

" Good boy. . . . Good boy . . ." the gunners
began yelling frantically to the driver. " We've made
it. ... We've made it. . . ."

Suddenly, above their excited shouts, a new noise
penetrated the interior of the tractor. A noise unlike
anything they had been hearing. A sharp, high-
pitched whine. Just the flick of a sound. Here, and
gone in a fraction of a second.

For a moment or two no one took any notice. Not
even when the figure of the sergeant in front crumpled
towards the driver, his head drooping over the steering
wheel. The driver, intent only on the road, thought
the sergeant was crowding him too closely, and put
out a hand to shove the drooping head back. Instantly
he snatched it back, covered with something warm
and sticky. He shot one horrified glance at the
sergeant's face. The shock he received caused him
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